THE MYSTERY OF MR. JACK PYM.

BY PRANCES HODGSON BURNETT.

Tae usual number of energetio citizens dozed
upon their customary tilted chairs, on the porch
of the ¢ Pink Store,” as the roar of the noon-
train died away in the distance, after its five
minutes stoppage at Friends’-Town depot. But
one lay stretched on the top of & couple of goods-
boxes, sound asleep, his hat having fallen to the
floor. .

«Jack Pym’s very sleepy, or very tipsy,’’ said
one o¢ the group; ¢ but dogged if 1 know which.”

“ Boys,”’ suddenly said one of the loungers,
“T1 trouble you to set up and look a bit lively.
There’s somethin’ comin’ that's worth lookin’ at.”

« Worth lookin' at ?”

Five public-spirited citizens instantly straight-
ened themselves, with an eager readiness, almost
threatening dislocation of the vertebrs ; the sixth
still slumbered peacefully on hisimprovised couch.
Five suddenly-enlivened individuals strove to as-
sume an air of pleasant ease and calmness
of manner; but the sixth simply stretched his
long, shapely limbs to a greater length as the
‘“somethin’ worth lookin’ at”’ approached.

She was an attractive young lady, of twenty or
80, with delicately aquiline features, and bright,
expressive eyes. She was attired as for a jour-
ney, in a cool wrap of gray lineu. She had a
trim little traveling-satchel of Russian leather in

~ her hand, and she stopped before the porch, and
spoke to the proprietor.

# Will you be so kind as to direct me to the
house of Dr. Staples ?” she said.

The gentleman addressed advanced, in his
most graceful manner, thereby exciting the envy
and detestation of all beholders.

¢ Certainly, with the greatest pleasure. Dr.
8taples’s, Miss? Dr. Staples’s,”” unwittingly pro-
longing the name in his natural confusion, ¢ is
the next house but one; the house standin’ back
on the lot, painted yaller. The dog didn’t bite,
'n there was Mrs. Staples ‘'n Mamie a’comin’ out
this minnit."”

¢ Thank you,"’ said the young lady. ¢ Thank
you very much.”

It may have been that he had not finished his
nap, or it may have been that some olear and
ringing property in the voice uttering the words
aroused him; but, suffice it to say, that just at
this moment the sleeper upon the goods-boxes,
the previously immovable sixth, Mr. Jack Pym,

suddenly awakened, started up on his elbow, and
met the attractive stranger's gaze fully, as she
passed him.

The atiractive stranger said nothing. She
flashed one glance at his flushed face and dis-
ordered garments; onebright glance, full of almost
withering scorn, and then turned away. DBut Mr.
Jack Pym seemed actually thunderstruck; in-
deed, the word ¢ thunderstruck” but poorly ex-
presses the extent of his confusion and bewil-
derment. He uttered one nondescript word,
between an exclamation and & groan.

+ Deb, by the prophets !"’ he said, and dropped
his handsome, disreputable face down again upon
his arm.

And, singular though it may appear, not a
lounger asked him a question. A sensation
passed through the company, itis true, and there
was much sidelong glancing and several whispers.
“He knows her.” ¢ Who is she?’ ¢ Queer
business!"” went round ; but nobody spoke aloud,
and nobody ventured to express his opinions
freely ; and one or two of the less doring whistled
with furtive uneasiness, and with great delicacy
turned their attention to the dust of the road,
and the vagabond pigs who were investigating it.

In fact, Friends’'-Town had somchow or other
never felt itself at liberty to question Mr. Jaclg
Pym, although he was, to all appearance, of &
careless and rollicking temperament, and prone
to fluent sarcasm and banter. Indeed, Mr. Jack
Pym wasa mystery. Youthful Friends'-Town—
particularly the feminine portion of it—admired
him to the verge of awe; middle-aged Friends’-
Town tried to distrust him, and failed ; eclderly
Friends’-Town shook its head, and bewailed bim
openly. He was not of their world, it was evi-
dent. The dullest of them had seen that from
the first—the rainy morning when he had landed
alone on the depot platform ; pale, Byronic, mys-
terious, melancholy, his wonderfully-fitting over-
coat buttoned up to his throat, his astonishing
silver-mounted valise in his hand. Friends'-
Town had never seen such a coat, or such a va~
lise, or such a pair of slender, shining boots, as
met its curious gaze upon this eventful morning.
On every-day occasions, blue, or yellow-brown,
or gray jesns, prevailed, and the ¢ meeting”
splendor of the Sunday suit was fearful and won-
derfal to behold. It wrinkled in the bnck, and
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bulged at the neck ; it crept upward furtively at
the waist, and was aggressive and obstinate at
the elbows and knees. 8o, when Jack Pym made
his appearance at t{xe village church, on -the fol-
lowing Sunday, an electrio shock made itself felt
throughout the whole congregation. Matrons
turned in their seats. Maidens blushed, and be-
came staidly conscious, or innocently coquettish
in their demeanor, as their different tempera-
ments suggested. Everybody was curious, but
each was doomed to disappointment.

¢« He boards to my house,’’ reported old Squire
Howe, in his dryest manner, a few days later.
¢ Name's John Pym. Seems to be mightily out
of sorts ’bout somethin’. Don’t know nothin’
more to tell.”’ .

That was all anybody learned, in fact ; only, in
the course of a month, the rumor crept out that
certain brilliant articles, and entrancing poems,
which began to appear in the Hughsville Gazette,
(Friends’-Town regarded Hughsville in the light
of & metropolis,) emanated from the facile pen of
the recent arrival himself; and being respectfully
taxed with the same, Mr. Jack Pym laughed, and
did not deny that such was the case. Conse-
quently the Gazette became extremely popular.
Young ladies lingered over it's columns with
tender interest, and good-natured critjcs read the
poems aloud to select audiences, at the different
stores, rendering them in a manner at once
unique, and calculated to arouse mingled emo-
tions in the breast of the inspired being who had
written them. Miss Mamie Staples, the pretty
daughter of the old doctor, and a belle of es-
tablished reputation, kept the Gazette on file in
her bed-room, and confidentially informed her
friend, Miss Delia Howe, that the whole pilgrim.
age of Childe Harold contained nothing so exqui-
site as those lovely and mysterious lines, entitled,
¢ Lost to Me,” in which the poet apostrophized
8 nameless young person, upon whom his affec-
tions appeared to be fixed, and who, for some
reason rather vaguely designated, was evidently
estranged from him.

But Mr. Jack Pym wore his laurels somewhat
carelessly. Fame did not seem to intoxicate him.
Brilliant article, and "poetic plaint, appeared,
week after week, and the not too liberal returns
from his literary labors certainly did no more
than pay his board, and biry his cigars and gloves,
without which articles he singularly enough found
it impossible to exist, but which he found it neces-
siry to import from Hughsville, as Friends’-Town
did not regard them as staple commodities. Upon
the whole, his temperament was a peculiar one.
Popular as he might have made himself, among
the fair sex, he abstained from presuming upon

his advantages. He engaged in no little flirta-
tions ; and not even the most coquettish beauty
(and there were beauties in Friends’-Town, of a
roseate, large-eyed, and languishing type,) could
ensnare him into more than a graceful inter-
change of badinage, and sparkling trifles of com-
plimentary speech.

« And you can see,” said Miss Mamie, with a
sigh, *“ that his heart is not always in his mirth.
There is & kind of hollowness in his laugh at
times ; and when he thinks no one is looking, his
eyes are 80 melancholy. Those kind of dark
eyes are dreadfully sad, when they are sad at
‘u.)i .

““ And he takes such long, lonely walks,”
added her friend. ¢ Father says he is always
 strolling about the woods, over the ridges, when
he is not writing.”

In fact, the young man did spend much of his
time in commune with Nature, as she turned her
kindly face to him on ‘wood, and on the hill-sides.
Often, after straying a few miles from all habita-
tions, he spent hours lying on a carpet of moss
and pine needles, looking up at the glimpses of

closed eyes, to the chattering of squirrels and
birds. He found vague comfort for his melsn-
choly in the loneliness and quiet.

Such were the habits and peculiarities of Mr.
Jack Pym, the slumbering sixth, upon whom the
appearance of Miss Deborah Dymocke, the newly-
elected head of the little ¢* Academy,” had pro-
duced such an unexpected effect.

Having flashed that one indignant glance upon
him, Miss Deborah preceeded on ler way, with
8 rather hurried and excited step. Her delicate
nostril dilated itself, and she held her head erect.
¢“Mrs. Dr. Staples’” and Miss Mamie, coming out
upon the porch to greet her, were rather awed
by the look in her bright eyes, though, recol-
lecting herself the next moment, she softened
charmingly, and held out her hand with grace
ful frankness and gratitude.

¢« Mrs. Dr. Staples,” that excellent woman, be-
longed plainly to a more primitive generation
than her daughter. Miss Mamie had left her
progenitors far behind in the race of progress,
She was a pretty little person, with a coiffure and
attire wonderfully suggestive of Fashion, in spite
of their simplicity, and the fact that the wearer's
life had been spent in Friends’-Town. Mascu-
line Friends’-Town might be slow, and incorrect
of taste; but Friends’-Town feminine made up
for the deficiency.

«She is sort of nice lookin’, an’ kind of
stylish,” said Mrs. Dr. Staples, when she retired

to inspect the biscuit. ¢*She’s one of them city.

blue sky between the branches, or listening, with ~
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fied kind of girls ; but I didn’t see as she looked
much better than Mamie. Mamie is kind of
stylish lookin’, ’'n there’s no use denyin’ it.”

The truth was, that Mrs. Dr. Staples admired
her daughter, with some justice; and having
long since abjured fleshly vanities on her own
socount, (having. married at fifteen, and ¢ raised’
a large and adventurous family,) found her chief
present happiness in concentrating her spare
time and energy upon the personal adornment of
Miss Mamie, who, being quick and deft of fin-
gers, certainly did no discredit to the maternal
solicitude.

In the meantime, Miss Mamie piloted her
visitor up stairs, to a small, fresh ohlmbqr, ad-
joining her own.

* I fixed this room for yon’, ‘because I thoaght
you’d like the shade of the maples,’* she said,
with a pretty air of hospitality. ¢ They shade
my window, too, and I like to hear the birds
twittering in them when I wake.”

““ You were' very kind to think of it,” en-
swored Deborah, gratefully. -¢ There are not
many people who remember such things. Iam
sure I shall find it lovely.”

*J want you to like us,” said Miss Mamie,
blushing, and admiring her in secret.

Her guest turned to regard her, with feminine
enthusiasm.

*¢ You are more than kind to say that,”* she said.

“Thank you. And I am sure I shall.” And
forthwith kissed her on the spot.

It was quite nataral, that, having progrused
thus rapidly, they should turn their attention to
the resources of the apartment, and, among other
things, to the books upon the swinging shelves ;
snd last, but by no means lenst, to the pile of
Hughsville Gazettes which Miss Mamie had been
gemerous emough to transfer from her own bed-
room £o her neighbor’s ; perhaps, upon the wheis,
with s touch of secret vanity and pleasure, on her
sequaintance with the most duhngmahed oon-
tributor.

*“You'll ind some lovely things in thooe Ga-
settes,”’ she said. ¢ Poems, and stories, and
other srticles. The gentleman who wrots them
lives here ; and—— I know him very well, in &
way; a8 much as anybedy knows him:. " Nobody
knows him very well, perhaps. ‘There is a soxt
of mystery about him.” i

¢ A sort of mystery ?”’ repeated Miss Dymoekd,
wondering how & mystery could have wandered
to Friends’-Town.

“Yes,” answered Matmie, quite ready to enter
into partioulars. ¢ He came liere, somé months
ago, and we don’t know where from. And he
is such a genius! And he las swch beautiful,

iwdmit that she did so.
-far ‘more eagerness than was in accordance with

dark, melancholy eyes; and such gentlemanly
manners ; and—and nobody can help liking him.
I am sure, if he was in some larger place, the
world would hear of him. By-the-bye,”* collect-
ing her thoughts suddenly, and turning her eyes
upon Miss Dymocke's somewhat disturbed face,
«*] wonder if he was not on the porch of the
¢ Pink 8tore,” when you passed it 7’

¢ There were several gentlemen there,’”’ was
the answer, with fine irony ; ¢ and one of them
was tall, and dark, and better dressed than the
rest; and it is not unlikely that he was the indi-
vidual in question—Mr. Jack Pym.”

¢ I didn’t know I had mentioned his name,”
interposed Mamie.

«“ But you must have done it, or I shouldn’t
have known it,’’ was the hurried response. * But
sappese we talk ubout something more plea-
le’

In such manner was the unfortunate young
man disposed of, rather to Miss Mamie's bewil-
derment, it must be confessed.

8he might have comprehended the matter some-
what more olearly, if she had chanced to enter
her guest’s room, after the latter had shut her-
self up in it that night.

Her first act was to carry her candle to the

little table, which held the productions of the

obnoxious genius, her aspeot a most severe one,
and yet singularly suggestive of inward tremor
and weakness. ‘

I have a great mind not to read them at all,”’
she said, in a queer, shaking voice. ¢ I don't
believe in him. I ought to despise him. I ghould
despise myself, if I didn’t. And reading them
will only make me think of things.”

But shelaid her hand on the top Gazette, never-
theless, and, with fine, feminine meonsisuncy,
drew it toward her.

¢¢ It will all be sentimental nonsense, of course,’’
she eaid ; and even as she said it, her eye fell
upon the Poet’s Corner, containing that pathetio
appeal, which had so stirred the souls of all
young lady readers in Hughsville and Priends’-
Town, under the title of ¢ Lost to Me.”

Is it to be wondered at that she sat down, and
read it from tlie first line to the last? T must
In fact, she read it with

her :previously expreised opinions. After the
first vetfse, she read with an odd expression upon
her face, and an odd throb in her throat ; and by
the time she weached the last, there were tears
running down her eheoks, and she dropped her
facé ipon the paper, with s sound most alarm-
ingly like & little, checked sob. ;
¢ Oh, Jack I’ shewhispered, hysterically, ¢ who .’
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could hate you? Who could believe you as bad
and false as you really are?”’

And yet an impartial oritic would, in all proba-
bility, have decided that the verses themselves

were no sufficient reason for such emotion, and

certainly no reason for implicit confidence being
placed in the writer's intellectual power and
moral worth. Bcores of young men write such
versés -at various crises‘of existence, without
alarming their friends, or stirring the founda-
tions of the earth. They were pretty verses
enough, with plenty of sentiment in them, and
& good deal of nonsense, and yet, to this rigid
‘young woman, they held a warmth, and reality,
which was pathetic enough to make her cry.

“It—it reminds me so of the time when we
were happy,’’ she sobbed.

She did not recover herself until she was

fairly in bed and asleep. But before she put
out her candle, she had read all the poems, and
nearly all the brilliant articles before mentioned,
and she had become so excited, that she looked
quite a different person from the cool young Puri-
tan, who had finished Mr. Jack Pym in such a
summary manner a few hours befure.

Her duties at the ¢ Academy’’ began the fol-
lowing day. One of her pupils, 'Poleon P.

- Btaples, aged eight, was inveigled into the ¢« Pink
Store,” in the evening ; and being proffered many
toothsome inducements, spoke his opinion of her.

“She’s nice, I tell you,” he anmounced be-
tween munches of peppermint candy. ¢ She
knows the jog'phy through, 'n she don't whip
none. Ses them as don’t mind 'll have to quit.
I'm goin’ to mind.” .

* 8he boards at your house, doesn’t she, young
one?’ lamguidly inquired Mr. Jack Pym, who
chancéd to be among the loungers.

““Yes; 'n Mamie says she’'s been rich some
time, 'cos she’s got no end 'er jew'lery, and
things. She's got a di’mond ring, but she don’t
wear it. She wears a ring round her neck.”

“ Round her neck!"” said Mr. Jack Pym, with
s suddenly curious air.

¢ Yes, but 'tain’t outside. It's on a chain, 'n
it fell out 's her dress, when she pioked up her
pencil. Isaw it. Itsparkled.”

On taking his departure, 'Poleon’ B. was much
bewildered, and slightly alarmed at finding him-
self followed to the door by Mr. Jack Pym; this
incomprehensible young man laying & hand on
his shoulder, and gently pushing him forward
upon the porch. Once outside—it was late
enough to be almost dark—both stopped, and
Mr. Pym's hand went into his pgeket, and drew
forth a quarter of a dellar, which he extonded
abraptly toward his young aoquaintanoe.

‘nees,
‘upon the whole, since the next instant the cul-

** See here,” he said. ¢ Want that?”

*“ Reckon I do,”" with an eager nod.

‘“Well,”” laconically, ‘you can have it, if
you can remember what that ring was like.”

1 was close to it,”” with appropriate manifes-
tations of delight and expectancy; ¢ so I guess
I can. 1t was white, 'n sparkly, ’n it had blue
in it, in the middle,”

Mr. Jack Pym handed him the quarter, and
then produced another, with & composure which
did him credit. .

“ Now,”” he said, *do you want that, too?”

No reply was needed. The juvenile informer's
face spoke for itself. L

«“ It’s to pay you,” said Mr. Pym, ¢ for hold-
ing your tongue. If you do hold it, I will give
you another; but if you don’t—just keep eut of
my way, my young friend. Take it,”’ an irounic
touch of grim humor showing itself, ‘‘and may
it make you happier than it has made me.”

A few days after this occurrence, Miss Debo-
rah, bending over the slate of one of her pupils,
became conscious of a temporary obscuring of the
sunlight, which generally streamed in through
the school-room door. She glanced up, just in

time to meet a pair of eyes, and as these eyes

belonged to no less a person than the recreant
Mr. Jack; Pym himself, she immediately assumed
an aspect of the most frigid possible unoonscious-
It seemed scarcely mnecessary, howerver,

prit moved off, in & manner which suggested that
at least the offence had been an involuntary one,
and the result of sudden temptation. He strolled
up the hill-side behind the school-house, and dis-
sppeared from sight among the chestnuts and
pines, turning round once or twice, howerer, to
look back. This much Miss Deborah saw, in the
glanoe she vouchsafed him in secret, and as it were
under protest. It was a piece of unpardonable
boldness, she told herself, and it was just like him.
- Bhe was uncomfortable al the rest of the
morning, and she persuaded herself that she
was angry; but by the time ehe had dismissed
her scholars, and was ready to go home to din-
ner, she discovered that ber indignation bad
softened into something more like extreme low
spirits than anything else. She waited until the
last rampant juvenile had taken his departure;
and then, in her depression, lingered to rest a
foew minutes, and indulge in the luxury of utter
silenee and isolation the little place afforded.
She was sitting upon the step, resting her head
against the door, and looking rather pale and
dejected, when the sound of feet, upon the path,
caused her to rise hurriedly, in some annoysnoe
at being disturbed. '
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1 thoughtI might have been left,”” she
began, in an impatient, sotlo voce, and there
stopped, and confronted the new-comers, haugh-
tily.

He had paused, about a yard from her, this
intruder, and stood, hat in hand, before her;
and it was Mr. Jack Pym again ; Mr. Jack Pym,
pale, dark-eyed, and dangerously prepossessing
as usual, and additionally dangerous at this par-
ticular moment, by reason of a certain sadness
and remorseful expression, which rested upon
his handsome face.

But Miss Deborah ignored this altogether.
She straightened her slender figure, and re-
garded him sternly, though it -mnst be confessed
that her tone trembled slightly, as she addressed
him.

« Den’t speak to me, sir,”’ she said. ¢ There
is no need to utter a word.”

1 wasn't going to speak to you, Deb,” said
Mr. Pym, quite humbly and gently.- ¢ I should
never have thought of attempting such a thing,
if__"

“Then why did you come this way at all I’
retorted the young lady.

« Because there is no other way back to the vil-
lage, Deb,”’ still deprecatingly. ¢ And I thought
you had bad time to go home to dinmer. I'll
own I came up here, this morning, with the
hope of catching & glimpse of you; but when

- 1 did catch a glimpse of you, and you looked so
deacedly savage, it out me up altogether, and I
did not mean to try it again.”

< You had no right to try it atall,’”’ said Debo-
rah. ¢¢ You have no right to—to—to——"’

But her excitement checked her, and she
stopped.

¢ I did not mean to make an idiot of myself,
by staring in at the door, as I did,”’ answered
Mr. Jack Pym. ‘I was betrayed into that un-
eonsagiously, Deb.””

Miss Dymoke turned upon him sharply.

¢ Why do you call me ¢ Deb’ ”’ she exclaimed.
“You have no right to-do that either.’*. -

¢ No,” he replied, regretfully. . “I know
that; and yet I can’t holp it. I used to do it,
Yyou koow.”” And he fixed his eyes upon her
faoe, in » manner which caused her heart to beat
traitorously.

But she would not return his glance, and per-
sisted in looking away from him, so that he was
obliged to resort to the poor expedient of knock-
ing the pebbles about, with the chestnut switch
heheld in his hand. He was not going just yet,
it was evident, meek as his mood was.

8o Miss Deborah felt herself forced at last to
break the silence. . :

“ What are you doing here,”’ she said, *in
such an absurd place as this?”

*T am making a fool of myself, Deb,” he re-
plied. ¢ And it is not the first time I have
done it.”

““You are degrading yourself, and wasting
your time,’”” she said, managing to force both
voice and face back into coldness again. ‘It
seems to me that the least you could do, would
be to endeavor to retrieve something of the dis-
graceful past.”’

““ Deb,” he cried, in amazed and faltering pro-
test, ¢ this is a cruel sort of business. I did
not think you would have been so hard.”

But a certain remembrance had filled her with
anger and scorn.

*“ Do you think I did not see your condition,
the other evening,” she said. ¢ I am not blind,
if I did care for you once. When I think of
that I—I hate you——"'

¢ Hate me, Deb "’ he echoed.

I might have said ¢ despise,’ also,”” she an-
swered, with & slight stamp of her foot, ¢ That
would have been better. I despise you.”

If she had allowed herself to look at him long
enough, she might have been moved to suspicion
ot the outset by his evident bewilderment. He
seemed to have received a shock he was not ex-
actly prepared to mect. Now, however, he could
not misunderstand her., He knew what she
meant, well- enough, and blushed with frank
shame and humiliation.

¢ ] don't intend to defend myself,”” he said,
“but I have not been as bad as you think. I
pledge you my word—""'

Under the circumstances, this appeared a little
too much to his hearer. It made her feel cruel
again.
¢ Your word ! she said, with biting soorn.

She might have struck him a blow. He turned
really white, and his lips quivered. For an in-
stant, he did not speak; and then he replaced
his hat, after a faint, courteous gesture, and
turned away.

¢« I beg your pardon,’” hesaid. ¢ Ihave been
making a mistake, You.do not underatand me.
Good morning.” -

He wheeled about so-suddenly, that there was
no time for repentance, even if Miss Dymocke
had felt penitently inclined. She watched his
receding figure, with some slight inward mis-
giving, it is true; but she retained her self-
control admirably, though with considerable ef-
fort,

«T ought to have said more or less, that is
all,” she said, vehemently. ‘I wonder how he
dare speak to me. I wender why I am se weak
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as to give way to a feeling I ought to be ashamed
of. After such dishonor as his has been, and
such cowardice !”’

And yet she was weak enough to go home; and
shutting herself up in her room, produced a
sheet ‘of paper, with a few lines of dashing
scrawl upon it, and having read and re-read
these few lines, positively shed bitter tears over
the brief effusion.

#“@ood-bye, Deb. (She had known every
word by heart since the hour she had received
them.) Good-bye, my dear. I have not pluck
enough to face the world, still less yourself. To-
morrow you will understand. Heavon help us
both.”

1 suppose he was right,” she said, with a
heavy sigh. ‘¢ He hadn't pluck enough. I can-
not think he thought of the dishonor of it.
But somehow I never fancied he was so miser-
ably weak before. Ah! Jack, you have been a
terrible disappoinment to me !’

The ¢ Poet’s Corner*’ of the Hughsville Gazette
became a soul-harrowing thing to read after this.
Its Byronio melancholy and cynicism assumed a
deeper and even more significant tinge. What
bad previously been pathetic plaints, became
scathing satire and withering reproaches to the
heartless being who seemed at once to inspire
and blight. The poet had been deserted by the
hollow world, and had turned to the shéllow,
false one in vain, when pursued by miafettune.
Plainly his whole moral nature was in'a fearful
condition, in consequence of thig disaster. The
hollowness of the world he could have scorned,
with the scorn it deserved ; in fact, he intimated
that from the “‘glittering throng'’ he had ex-
pected nothing better than he had received ; bmt
the defection of said false one knocked him over,
and apparently left him not a leg to stand upon.
Not that the ¢ Poet’s Corner” employed sach
ocold and unornamental figures of speech as these.
I would only imply that these were the poet’s
sentiments, briefly and inelegantly expressed.
Even the leading articles assumed a bitter tone,
and the most innocent of every-day anmounce-
ments seemed written with & pen dipped in gall.

I am sure he is unhappy,” said pretty Miss
Mamie to Deborah. ¢ He could not write such
terribly hopeless things if he was not unhappy.”

_* People who do as he does have good reason
to be unhappy,” replied Miss Dymocke, a trifle
venomously.

And as soon as she found herself slone, she
read the poetic outburst for the twentieth time,
and cried over it ; not hecause its literary merit
was 8o great as to stir the fountain of her tears,
but just because, under all the Byronic nonsense,

there was a suggestion of real misery, and honest,
youthful yearning for sympathy in pain. And
then again, it was Jack who had written it all,
and once she had loved Jack so dearly.

From the first, the mystery of the young man’s
presencein Friends’-Town had been even a greater
puzzle to her than to other people. She had
refrained from asking questions, not feeling suf-
ficiently sure of herself. Since their meeting at
the deserted school-house, Mr. Jack Pym had
held himself steadily aloof from her, only in-
dulging himself in longer lounges upon the
«Pink Store’ porch, at such times as she was
likely to be visible from that standpoint, and at-
tending ¢ meeting’’ with great regularity, doubt-
less for the same purpose.

There came a time, however, when her secret
interest and curiosity became too strong for her.
She was astonished to observe a gradual change
coming over the young man's personal appear-
ance. The immaculate attire, which had so long
been the admiration of all beholders, was not
quite so considerate as it had been. Its fit was
still as marvellous, and it was well brushed and
well kept; but the freshnees, which had defied
criticism, was gone. In the end, there was even
a hint of coming shabbiness in the whole; and
still the garments were not thrown aside to give
place to new ones.

« A frenk I most certainly do not comprehend,”
said Deborah, in the privacy of her chamber, the
first time she became fully convinced that her
eyes had not deceived her. ‘¢ He used to be an
nwful dandy, poor Jack, in the old times: too
much of & dandy: perhaps, in an innocent way.”

That evening she startled Miss Mamie with a
sudden question.

¢« T wonder what he does with his money, and
why he stays here,”” she said, ¢ he'’ rather con-
temptuously signified by a slight gesture.

“Do you mean Mr. Pym?' asked Mamie,
amazed. '

“Yes.” *

“Don’t you kmow,” in some excitement,
“don’t you know that he has no money, that
he lost it all somehow, though we don’t know
how, and that he stays here just because he
can live cheaply on the little money he makes
by his work? Did I never tell you, Mise Debo-
rah?”’

«“Tell me I 'repeabed “Miss Debord: slowly,
[ No ”

The oxpression upon her face was such a sin-
gular one, that her young companion failed to
undersiand it. She seemod quite stunned by
bewilderment.

«Oh!” Mamie hurried on; < That is why we
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are all s0 much interested in him. He says so
little about himself, and there is evidently so
much behind. We can only find out that he
he must have been rich once, and that now he is
poor—quite poor.’

“Are you sure—sure?”’ nid Deborah, as
slowly and strangely as before.

* Quite sure. Oh! there is no doubt of it,"
was the answer : and forthwith she poured forth
an eloquent host of proofs, that' such was the
ease, and that Mr, Jack Pym was a hero to be
sdmired, as much for his patience under mis-
fortanes, as for his personel charms, and many
graces of mind and temper. “He has never
done anything wrong,’”” delicately, ¢ since the
day you came here; amd the people who see
most of him are sure he has turned over a
new leaf. He only drank once or twice. You
know he is very young, and has had so muoch to
bear ; was almost desperate, that it is searcely to
be wondered at.”

But Deborsh searcely heard hcr Her mind
wes in & tumult of new fears and emotions. She
oould not realize the truth of what she had been
told. She could’ scarcely believe it. -But if it
was true, if it was true, what fearful' injustice
the had been betrayed into. Jack, poorafter all;
Jack, penniless and friendless ; Jack, working for
his daily bread, and wesring shabby ooats ; Jack,
living in this dull, wearisome ‘place, because it
wss cheap, and he need not quile starve in it;
her gay, handsome, extravagant Jaek !

As soon as the opportunity presented itself,
she brought out the farewell note again, and ap-
plid herself to the task of finding & new transla-
tion for it. And she did it, in fear and trem-
bling. Even if certain little episodes, which had
gone before, had had no existence, she would

. have suffered intenseély at this crisis, being, as

she was, a young woman with & keen sense of
right and justice.

¢ Good-bye, Deb. Good-bye, my dear. I have
not pluck emough to face the world, still less
yourself. To-morrow you will understand. Hea-
ven help us both.”

After the first reading, she turned white, and got
up, walked about the room, wringing her hands.

I must have been mad,” she cried. * Why,
there isn’'t a word that really condemng him—
not & word, and yet I have read it for two years
without seeing ! Jack, Jack!” in o sharp agony
of remorse and doubt, *‘if I were to go down on
my knees now, and tell you I loved you, how
could 1 expect you to believe me? Everybody
was against you, and I was as bad as the rest.
My poor, helpless Jask, to think thnt I should
bave failed you, too.”

Vou LXXI.—24

She was ready, in a truly feminine manner, to
run into the other extreme, and accept every pos-
sibility, without a doubt. She would have be-
lieved any story he had told her, now that the
tide was turned, perhaps because it had cost her
such framtio struggles to be merely virtuous from
the first. Nothing but that rigorous sense of
right and wrong, which I just mentioned, had
sapported her on many occasions. There bhad
been times enough, when she had been wild to
stand at bay, when she had heard him sneered
at and spoken contemptuously of. But there
had been the letter always, and his absence, and
all the other circumstances—things not to be ex-
plained away, or even defended.

T won’t be a weak coward, at this late day,”
she said, in breathless excitement. *‘I have no
right to let pride hold me back from doing jus-
tice, if I am a woman, and he the man [ love. I
will write him a note, and ask him to let me see
him, I will tell him all about it, and'I will ask
bhim to forgive me—that is, if he comes. Per-
haps he won’t come ; but I think he will.”’

Having arrived at this decision, she sat down
by the windosv once more, her eyes shining, her
cheeks still pale, her hands trembling with ner-
vousaess. She wanted to think of what she meant
to say, when the interview took place; but the-
poroh of the «'Pink Store’ opposite, and the . :
momentary- expectation of seeing s long-limbed
young man, in & questionable voat, lounge up te
to it, disturbed her meditations.

8he wag sitting thus, when Mamie knocked at
her door again. Mamie had been ‘¢ down town,™
sinoe their conversation ; and as she pushek the -
door open, the importance and mysteriowsmess .
in her pretty, rosy face, showed -concluasively
that she had returned freighted with soma-re- -
markable press of news.

¢ May I ocome in, Miss Dymoocke "’ sbe sshed, .
in a volce quite tremulous with delight. & I—
I’ve just heard something.” )

¢ Come in, by all means,’”’ answered Deborah. .

The moment the déor was opened, the news
burst forth, as it were, upon its own sceownt

] have been down town,”’ said Miss Mamie;
¢and I just stepped into the Howe's; and oh,
Miss Deborah, I heard the strangest thing!
The whole story has come out—all about: Mr.
Jack Pym, you know; and it’s just as I atways
knew it would turn out. But there is something -
added to it. He has had ever so muok: money
left to him. There is ne knowing how mueh. It
is sach a large fortune. A lawyer came ﬁ'om the
North, on the noon-train, and—"’

¢ A fortune?”’ cried Deborah, turming.sick..
" Mw!z hck rl' :
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“YesI” The girl went on, looking puzzled.
¢ Mr. Pym. And now everybody knows every-
thing. His father was a banker, and he was a
bad man, and dishonest; and in the end—— I
dare say you know how such things happen; I
doen’texactly. Buthespent people’smoney—*de-
frauded’ them, I think they call it—and then he
ran away to Europe, taking a great deal of money
with him, and ruining everybody who had trusted

‘him. He is living abroad now, with his family,

who seem to have been very little better than he
wag——"’ :

“ But this ome,”” cried Deborah, ‘this Mr,
Jack? He did not—"

* No,”’ answered Miss Mamie, blushing, and
sparkling, ‘‘he did not go. He despised them
all, and the shame nearly killed him. He gave
up everything he owned. The lawyers laughed
when he told Mrs, Howe how he gave up his
rings,. and watches, and stnds, and even his
clothing, though 1 don't ses what there was to
laugh at. I think it was besutiful in him, and
he went away, too, and people actually thought
he had gone to Europe with the stolen money,
like therest, Andallthe whilehe was here, trying
to make a living, poor fellow ! He did not know
how to work, you see. But he had alwaya been
fond of writing poetry——''

There were numberless aneedotes, illustrative
of the hero’s merits, to be related; and they
must needs be listened to, with a decentshow of
calmness. Miss Dymocke searcély knew how
the next half-hour passed. When tRe supper-
bell rang, she rose, with inconsistent alacrity.
8he felt that she would . be infinitely safer down
stairs than here; in fact, her eagerneea to de-
scend was 80 ovident, that Miss Mamie felt some-
what disappointed at her lack of interest in the
romantic history.

In the excitement which prevailed, everybody
hut the hero naturally fell into the background,
and in the background Miss Dymocke found
herself, to her great relief. As she had never
manifested any interest in the mystery just un-
ravelled, no one thought of agking her any ques+
tions, or expecting any enthusinem from her.

She retired to her room early, and having
spent an hour or so in writing brief notes, and
tearing them into shreds, laid aside her pen in
despair.

“If I had only done it two days aga,’’ she
said—*¢ if I had only denec it two days ago, what
s difference it would have made!'

She appeared at the school-house the nexti
morning, looking pale, and large-eyed, and severe.
She did not mean to be severe, but she had been
lying awake all night, and nsturslly her mood

lagked cheerfulnegs. Her pupils were slightly
awed, in fact, by the change in her usually amie-
ble.aspect. All contraband articles were shoved
away in gecrel places. Apples found themselves
in remote corners. Peanuts lay unshelled in the
pockets of their owners. A respectful gloom
predominated throughout the assemblage.

“8he'smad,’’ confidentially announced’Poleon
B., to a friend;  or if she ain’t mad, 'twoulda't
take much to make her."” )

But she was lenient, if unsmiling., She would
have overlooked, without comment, even more
serions transgressions than the furtive consumg-
tion of apples and peanuts. If the whole estab-
lishment had mutinied, she could have done but
poor battle in defense of her dignity.

Having dismissed her scholars, she could not
quite make up her mingd to leave the empty room;
and so lingered, ss she had done on the memors-
ble occasion of her interview with Jack. |,

But this time she did not go to the door. She
did not ewen lgave her chair, but remained seated,
bending her face upon the desk before her. And
as she had heen disturbed the first time, #0
she waa disturbed again, But to-day, instead of
pausing, aquigide, Mr. Jack Pym crosaed the
threshold beldly, snd entered the room.

She had recognised his tread before his ea-
tranoce; but she could only lift her head, and
look at him in helpless silence. It was exea
less eagy to confront him than she had fancied it
would be. Notwithetanding his good fortune,
he was mat looking his beet, either. There was
lees color and brightness in his appearance than
might have been expectad. He did not exaetly
wear the air of a victor over pursuant calumny
end bad faith. He might have looked much
more triwmphant than he did.

¢« Have you & few minutes to spare to me,
Deb?” he asked, quite meekly.

She did not ask him then, why he cslled her
¢ Deb,” though. it .must be admitted that she
wondered why he should, after all that hed
paseed. .

¢« Yes,” was her crest-fallen reply. |

He sat down .on.the bench nearest her, and
drawing some papers out of his paoket, began {0
look over them.

« 1 want to make matters straight with you,”
he said, ‘““and I shall have to ask you somé
questions about the mopey."

« The money "’ she eried, flushing to the rools
of her hair. ¢ What{ money?”

¢ Your money,’’ he snswered. **The money
you were rebbed of, you know. It was pretty
rough on me to know kow you were robhed, ssd
who robbed you; butI can make it up now,
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thank heaven! There will be no need for you.
to stay here any longer, Deb."”

8he pushed her chair back, and got up, trem-
bling,

«s Do you mean to say that you think I will
take that money from you ?’* she demanded;

He stopped his inspection of the papers, and
looked up at her.

“« Do you mean to say that you won’¢ take it
from me P’ he said.

« Yes,” she answered, shaken by great inwards
tumult. “I do mean to'say so, most emphati-
“lly-’i -

¢ Then,”” he returned, with & gravity she
could not quite understand, ¢ I must say that it
is rather hard upon me again, after having re.
proached me as you did.”

s« Reproached you?"’ she cried.
m?!’

His eyes met hers, in silence, for one instant,
and then she remembered all; and the full sig-
nificance of the words she had uttered on their
first meeting, flashed upon her, and destroyed
her every hope that she might be able to control
herself.

It is all the result of a shameful blunder,”
she eaid. ‘It was not the money I cared for.
I hate the money; and I will never touch it—
never! How dare you offer it to me I”

She sank into her chair again, and sobbed
quite hysterically. Jack was obliged to bite his
lip. in his effort to keep cool enough, to do him-
self justice. He was not going to be led away
by his feelinga, if he could help it. He had suf-
fered too much, and brooded over his wrongs too
long, to see clearly all at once.

¢ What was it you cared for, Deb, if it was
not for the money '’ he asked. ¢ It wasa good
deal of money, and it was a bad business for
you. Mosi women would have felt rather hard
sbout it, though, I must eay, I could hardly see
why you should blame me. I had had something
to bear on my own account.”

“If you had not written that foolish note,”’
she said; ¢if you had cared enough for me to
have wanted to see me only for ten minutes,
If you had even said a few words more than
you did——"’

She was checked by his ridmg deliberately,
and coming toward her, with a white face and
his eyes on fire.

“Will you answer me one gquestion?’ he
asked,

“You can ask any question you choose,” she
snswered, excitedly. ¢ Nothing can help the
matter now.”’

¢ I reproach

“Perhaps not. ButI want to know. D6 you

mean to tell me that you thought I had gone
with the rest; that I was a digshonared scoun-
drel, too "’

His voioe and look were so impassioned and
dreadful, that she could searcely face him; but
she was compelled to speak the trath.

“ You were gone, and the letter told nothing,”
she answered, *¢ only that you had not the cour-
age to stay. What else could we think 7"

¢ Thank you,” he said, with simple bitter-
ness.

It was easy to comprehend everything then,
Deborah’s emotion, and all; and some of the
things he began to understand were rather bitter
pills to swallow.

# 1t was rather a weak piece of business, to
run away like that,”” he remarked. ¢ I have
repented it often enough since; and I always
meant to go back, when I had learned how to
work for my living. But I never thought of it
in this light before.” .

He returned to his papers, and began to fam-
ble among them again ; but his band shook, and
his thoughts were scarcely ag collected as they
ought to have been.

1 have Lawson here, ready to attend to the
legal part of the business, if you will answer me
the questions,”” he said. ¢ They are only.trifling
ones, but he says they are necessary.”"

I will not answer them,”” said Deborah.
“] won't have the money. Take it, and build
a&—a church with jt."”

It was so inconsistent and emotional a reply,
that it got the better of him. He knew the use-
lessmess of argument, and since, just at the mo-
ment, there seemed nothing to say, he could only
look down into Miss Dymocke’s fair, flushed face,
and submit to the force of circumstances.

¢ Oht Deb,” he said, * why did you not have
more faith in me ?’

It was a somewhat sudden changing of the
subject ; but somehow his companion addressed
seemed equal to it.

¢ Why did you not have more faith in me?”
she returned. ’

Was it not natural that thisshould be the climax?
In the sceme which followed, the papers were
forgotten. No one condescended to go to their
rescue, even when a light zephyr, entering
through the open window, scattered them on
the floor, At that time, Mr. Jack Pym was
kneeling on one knee, upon the dusty fleor,
holding his companion’s hand.

“] cannot live without you, Deb,”’ he was
saying, “and I don’t intend to try it again.
These last two years have nearly been the ruin
of me. If you won't take the money, perhaps
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you'll take me, and help me to make an honest
use of it. I should like to make things straight
with the world yet, though I know it will take
time and good luck. B8ay that the old promise
holds good yet, won't you, Deb?"’

I will say thet it shall hold good as long as
we both live,”” answered Deb, succumbing all at
once. *‘ As long as we live, and after, if you
will forgive me, Jack.”

8he gave her watch-chain an impulsive little
pull, which produced a ring previously hidden

in some seoret place; a diamond ring, with a big
blue sapphire in its centre.

«I have always worn it,’”" she whispered,
“though I dare not let people see it. There,
Jack," holding out her hand, ¢ put it on again,
and it shall stay there, even when the grass
grows over me.’’

So it was restored to its old position, with cer
tain tender ceremonies ; and from that position
Mrs. Jack Pym has never removed it, from that
duy to this.

THE UNSEEN SINGER.

o

BY MARY W,

M‘VYICAR.

TaoueH I have never seen her face or form,
Know not the color of her eyes or hair,
Yet still I feel to know that sho s good,
And think that she is fair;
A year ago I heard ber singing first,
Some light words, wedded to a merry tune;
A day so0 sweet, that to our attic room
There came a breath of June.

I had just learned, that in this poor wheel-chair,
Only was I to move through all my life;
And all my heart, and soul, and brain, were full
Of bitternees and strife.
1 questioned why hor heart should be so light,
Her feet should pass so quickly to and fro,
While I Iay crushed, in manhood's early prime,
Beneath this heavy blow. .

I almost hated the glad voice that day,
But when the Summer’s heat grew fierce and stroag,
And my first bitterness had passed, I came
To listen for her song;
And, long before the days grew cool and short,
- I came to love each mellow, flute-Hke tone;
Anud then I often heard a manly voice

{Jolnod with her owa.

‘When Winter shut her voice out, though beside
The open window, sick and shivering,
T often walted vainly, in the hope
That I might hear her sing.
‘We live alone, my brother Ned and I';
‘We worked together, happy and content,
Until the cruel fall, that day, which left
Me crippled, weak, and bent.

And now Ned goes, whilp helpless here I watch,
In lonely pain, the slow hours creep along ;
80 1 have come to listén for, and prize
This unseen singer’s song.
Summor has come once more, and eo again
Has come the same sweet voice I heard last year;
But ovary ovening, now, the man's deep tones
Mingled with hers, I hear.

And often, in tho late warm afternoons,

The sound of rockors, and & chfld’s low cry,
And then her voloe, more tender, soft, and sweet,

Singing a lullaby.

80, though I have not seen, and, it may be,

Shall never see her face, there seems small need,
For in her songs her face I seem to aee,

Her little story read,

THE FOUNTAIN AT TREVI.

BY JOSEPHINE POLLARD.

Ix what dim, rocky cavern—who can tefl 7—
Did the lone wizard breathe his magic spell
Upon the water, bubbling slowly up,

And overflowing the enameled cup,

Until, through avenues of light and shade,
To this famed spot the secret is conveyed?
Shus runs the logend, (bearing soft and clear
Its liquid numbers to the listening ear,

And dropping beads of nectar in the draught:)
If any pilgrim from this fount has qnafled,
And gone bis way, unfettered though he be,
Or Lound by loving ties across the sca,
Reaistlcas longing in his breast will burn

¥or Trew1's fount, compelling his roturn.

Thero {s a legend of an earlier age,

‘Whose record shines upon a sacred page,

Of one déep fount, whose living waters fiow,
A remedy for every earthly woe ;

Not held in sculptured bausin, but as free

To all the world as is the sky, or sea.

If we but drink, so potent iy the apell,

It Lids us say to dearest ties, * farewoll ;"
Changes our natures, and our faces, too ;
Gdves us of heavenly things a nearer view;
Makes saints of sinners; and, ok, blessed bond !
Assures us of a glorious life beyond.

Christ, at thy holy fount our hearts detain,
That, tasting thee, we may return sgain!




